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THIS NEWSLETTER IS DEDICATED TO THE WALCH BROTHERS! 


Buck and Willard Walch were born nine months apart and grew up together on the Lake Creek home 
ranch their whole lives. They remained together side by side as Buck bought the ranch and raised cattle. 
Willard became a professional logger and remained so until he retired. Buck and Willard raised their 
families side by side on the Lake Creek home ranch. Their children played together everyday in their 
youth. Fond memories were formed that have Lenae a ee 

A memorial service was held at the : rss SO BAP 
Pioneer Hall on Sept. 26, 2009, given 
by their families. A wonderful slide 
show was given and a lot of items and 
pictures adorned the hall. Buck's 
granddaughter Nicole Bellm, sang a 
couple songs, joined by her friend 
Nechelle La Londe. Many people spoke |” 
about these two wonderful men. hs 
After the service Wayne Marshal] 
served up a Barbecue, with family, 
friends and neighbors bringing side 
dishes. This is the kind of event that 
both these men would have enjoyed. 


THE LAST ROUND-UP 


Buck - June 25, 1922 - August 15,2009 Take off your saddle, hang up your spurs 
Willard - May 24, 1923 - March 5, 2009 and keep your powder dry..til next time. 
"WE'LL SEE YA" 


My Dad and Uncle Willard 


Wratten by Debbie (Walch) Beilm 


My Dad and Uncle Willard would be so 
happy and proud that you all came to say 
good-bye today. Thank you for coming. My 
Dad was a true gentleman cowboy/rancher 
and was one of the last of his kind as most 
of his partners have passed away. That way 
of life is no more. Things are done much 
differently now. He raised cattle on the 250 
acre ranch that he owned and kept in the 
family. He used to take Doreen Johnson 
and J to drive the cattle on horseback up to 
the mountains every year to graze, it was 
one of the highlights of my life to be able to 
ride with my dad on those cattle drives. 

Dad would start chuckling when ever he 
got ready to tell one of his stories. Everyone 
who was in listening range would instantly 
stop what they were doing to listen when he 
would launch into a story of something he 
had saw, heard, or something that had 
happened in his past. He would laugh so 
hard that he would tear up at some of his 
stories. We would too. He was 
spellbinding, captivating, you could see the 
colors, smell the smells and envision his 
Story by the pictures he wove. He was a 
wonderful historian, as he had a great 
memory and never forgot anything, my dad 
was very intelligent, and kept up on world 
events and was always interested in new 
things. He was very thoughtful and 
introspective. He understood nature, the 
way of animals, the weather, ranching and 
people. 

He was one of the best hunters in the 
Rogue Valley and taught my brothers how 
to hunt. He knew every trail, hiding place 
and habit of the game animals that he 
brought home to provide for us. He loved 
dogs and had many hound dogs that he 
would take hunting. When I was just 2 
years old, my mother sent him to town to 
buy me a doll for Christmas, Instead, Dad 
came home with a little white terrier puppy 


with speckled ears. I named him Freckles 
and he was my best friend for 19 1/2 years. 
My dad loved that dog as much as I did, 
and it was the best present I ever got. 

Dad was always there for his friends and 
neighbors. There was nothing that he 
would not do for them. He cherished his 
friends. He always extended out his hand 
to the underdogs of the world. He was a 
great friend to many and I do not think 
there was ever really a person he did not 
like. 

My dad protected all of us and was a good 
provider. He was ever vigilant that we kids 
were safe. When I was about 9 there was a 
coiled Rattle snake waiting for me at the 
end of the bridge as I was coming back over 
to the house. My Dad was out the door and 
running to me with the first thing he could 
grab, a broom, before I could even get his 
name to scream out of my mouth. He 
called Uncle Willard and it was a snake 
hunt. I remember my Uncle Willard saying 
"there it is!" and my dad jumping straight 
up in the air as Uncle Willard shot it right 
between his legs. Uncle Willard killed the 
snake and dad was fine. 

I absolutely adored my Dad, he was my 
hero when I was little and he still is. He 
went out with his boots on; he fought like 
hell to live, but when there was to be no 
cure for his illness, he died with dignity and 
grace. He never gave up and he never 
burdened us with his eminent passing; he 
tried to protect us even from that. It was 
my greatest privilege to have been with him 
when he passed away. 

My Uncle Willard was just like my Dad, he 
was always smiling. He was a kind, 
thoughtful man. He always had a good 
word to say about everyone. He never 
complained about anything. He loved all of 
us kids and took my little brother Loren 
under his wing when he was just a teenager 
and taught him how to be a logger. He 
shared generously with himself and was a 


con't 


con't 

great friend and neighbor to all. He was 
kind of shy at times, but when he smiled or 
laughed he lit up the room. I always called 
him my second dad. 

It is hard to explain in just these few 
words, who these men were. But they were 
great, honorable and in their passing they 
leave a huge hole in history, our hearts, and 
there will never be anyone else like them. 
They were men of the land, nature and true 
gentlemen. I know that they live on in us, 
our kids and then their kids. And for that I 
am grateful, because I want them never to 
be forgotten. 

Dad would always say"we'll see ya" to his 
best friend Leonard Bradshaw when ever 
they would part form each other. Leonard 
would always say back to Dad, "I'll be 
waiting". So Dad and Uncle Willard...."We'll 
see ya, and we know...that you will be 
waiting.” 


Remembering Buck..... 


In tears we saw you sinking, We watched you fade 
away, 

You suffered much in silence, You fought so hard to 
stay. 


You faced your task with courage, your spirit did not 
bend, 
But still you kept on fighting until the very end. 


God saw you getting tired, when a cure Was not be 
So he put his arms around, and whispered, "Come 
with me". 


And when we saw you sleeping, So peaceful and free 
from pain, 
We could not wish you back, To suffer that again. 


A golden heart stopped beating, hard working hands 
to rest. 

God broke our hearts to prove to us. He only takes 
the best. 

Written with love by your daughter Debbie Bellm 


FRIEND IN BUCK 
By Donald Grissom 


These are some of the memories of the 
many years of friendship with Buck and 
Willard Walch. 

We went to high schoo! together. I was 
ahead of them a couple years and got 
drafted before them. 

Most of my memories are of Buck. 

When I got out of the army my life was 
changed considerably. My dad was gone, 
so I had to work hard to sell the sheep and 
start the cow herd. I changed the sheep 
range to a cow range on South Butte 
allotment and started accumulating cows, I 
believe 1945 was about the first time I 
turned the cows I had on the range. 

Some of the neighbors did not welcome 
me, but Buck and his uncle Carl Nygren did. 
They were my teachers and these are some 
memories of those times. 

One memory is of the time it snowed over 
two feet on the range the 24th of October. 
Four of Buck's cows tried to take a short cut 
and got in the Dead Indian Creek Canyon. 
They got down, but not across, so we had 
to leave our horses on top and climb down 
on foot and escort each of them up the very 
steep canyon walls one at a time. When we 
got to the top the last time, we started back 
to the Short Creek cabin when one old cow 
fell into an uprooted tree hole. She could 
not get out by herself so each of us had to 
put a rope around her neck, and together 
our horses were able to get her out. We 
got the cattle about a mile or so and left 
them, thinking they would go home. Three 
of them did, but the one we had gotten out 
of the hole didn't show up. 

Another time, before Highway 140 was a 
highway, someone got word to us there was 
a cow in the road at Fish Lake. As I 
remember it was Christmas Day, but Buck 
and I went to get her. She wasn't ours, but 
we brought her home anyway. 


con't 


con't 

On another occasion we got word Carl's 
roan bull was on the neighbor's range and 
near a corral. Buck, my daughter Tami, and 
I went to get him. He was not so 
cooperative. We got separated and pretty 
soon here came Buck, carrying his saddle. 
His first words were, "Where is Tami"? We 
called her in. Buck's next words were, "That 
bull broke my horse's leg". We got back in 
the truck and went home. Buck went back 
the next day and the horse was dead. 

Life is very interesting 

A fellow never had a better friend than 
Buck. 
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THE GIRLS THAT FLY 


Most of you all are wondering what is this 
dingy old broad going to say about Buck and 
Willard? After all, she didn't know them 
very well. What can she possibly say? 

Your fears may have come true. You're 
right, I didn't know them very well. I came 
only to talk about them from my few 
experiences and the legends that have 
grown up around them. 

For those of you in the family, you're 
familiar with both of them, and you regard 
them AS family. To those of us on the 
outside, it's a totally different picture. 

What I saw in both of them were living 
legends. 

We're probably some of the newest 
people on the creek, having only been here 
for ten years. That makes us the 
newbies...we probably won't be locals for 
another decade or two, when I'll be too old 


to appreciate it. 


Our introductions to Buck and Willard 
were at the old store, when they used to 
come in the mornings and occupy the back 
table in the corner. We weren't sure how 
the locals would take to us, being as how 
we were short-timers and a little weird, 


coming from San Francisco, and being pilots 
and all. 

One day, we got summoned to the back 
table. Buck boomed at us..."You the girls 
that fly?" 

Ohmygawd, he knows who we are. 

I kinda got weak kneed and said "Yes sir." 

"Don't call me sir! I'm not your father or 
an officer. Sit down." 

With that gruff introduction, we were 
introduced to Buck Walch. 

He was a curious paradox to those of us 
on the outside. On the one hand, he was 
one of the revered 'old-timers'...and on the 
other; he was a totally opposite to what our 
version of ‘old-timer’ should have been. He 
was (as far as we could tell) an ardent 
environmentalist, while clinging to his roots 
as a cattleman. He seemed to know almost 
everybody, and we were in awe of him. 

He claimed to have planted all those 
damn blackberries along the creek, although 
others have disputed that claim. In a way, 
I'm glad it may not have been him, because 
now I don't have to cuss him out for 
forty-nine weeks of the year. 

Willard, on the other hand was the quiet 
one (again, only from my chance 
encounters.) I never got to know him very 
well, but if Buck is an example, he was a 
good man. We all know Buck was. 

Every once in a while, the phone would 
ring at our place. 

"Hello?" 

Is this the girls that fly?" (holding the 
phone a foot away) 

"Who's this?" 

"This is Buck Walch. Who the hell do you 
think it is?" 

And the conversation would go on from 
there...usually it was Buck working the 
phones to pick up any gossip from up and 
down the creek. That was especially true 
when he became unable to go to the store 
any more. Buck, though, was always the 
Mayor of Lake Creek. 


con't 


con't 

We heard occasional dribs and drabs from 
various people as he went slowly downhill. 

I can only imagine Buck as an invalid and 
not getting out much... Buck a couch potato 
just doesn't compute, and I'm sure he took 
it out on a lot of people. And as for the 
medical folks, he must have been their 
worst nightmare patient. Vera must have 
had the patience of a saint or the hide of an 
ox...or both, to put up with him. 

I kept hearing stories about the house, 
with buckets everywhere under the leaking 
roof. I can almost hear Buck saying, "It's 
not so bad...I've been through worse." Only 
problem was that 'worse' was fifty years 
ago, and he was by himself out somewhere 
on horseback in the dead of winter. 

Our encounters with Buck were always 
memorable. He could tell you almost the 
entire history of any property on the creek, 
complete with the genealogy that went 
along with it, and what they grew where. 
He had a memory that would make an 
elephant jealous, and I never heard him say 
‘I don't remember.’ 

When I read in the obit in the Tribune and 
the Independent, I had to scan the name 
twice before it registered. Nobody ever 
called him Louis to my knowledge, and I 
don't think I ever knew his real first name 
until I read it in the paper. He was Buck to 
us and will always be and I'm sure that's the 
way he would have wanted it. 

As I said, we didn't know him very well, 
but we'll always hold him in high regard and 
we'll miss him. Godspeed, Buck. 

Godspeed, Willard. 


Written by Patricia Whitney (8/28/09) 
Read by Regina Hoffman at the Walch Memorial. 


"REMEMBERING BUCK" 
Whitten by Colin McCoy 


I met Buck shortly after I moved to Lake 
Creek in 1994. Loren, his son, ran cattle on 
our property, and I found out that Buck was 
one of the unofficial historians for the area. 
My mother, Guinevere Kerns, had taught 
school at the Lost Creek School in 1926-27 
and had boarded with Buck's uncle, John 
Walch, so I started having conversations 
with Buck. He filled in a lot of gaps that 
were in my knowledge of the time my 
mother lived here. ‘He also began relating 
bits of history that he personally had been 
involved with. 

One of these events was when he, John 
Walch and several other men hiked in the 
snow to the Dunlop cabin up South Fork 
past the Soda Springs. They escorted Dr. 
Hays from Eagle Point to the cabin. The 
youngest son of the family was very ill with 
a high fever. Unfortunately, the boy had 
died before they arrived at the cabin. The 
boy's mother was highly distraught so they 
brought the boy's body out through the 
snow for burial. Buck was the last surviving 
member of that group since he was just a 
teenager at the time of the incident. 

Buck found out that I was interested in 
fruit trees and grafting so he began getting 
me grafting stock from his trees as well as 
pointing out old orchards where I could get 
scions from the old varieties. He knew the 
names of many of the apples from these old 
orchards. He also got me starts from the 
original grape vines that the Gardeners, 
Victor and Raphael's parents, had grown 
and used to make wine From these starts I 
now have my own "Gardener Grape" 
vineyard. 

I was fortunate enough to be part of 
Buck's phone tree and we talked on a 
regular basis. 


con't 


con't 

He often referred to "place" names of the 
area SO On one occasion we drove up South 
Fork, and he pointed out various 
geographical points and their 
names-Telephone Canyon, Six-shooter Flats, 
Gray Lakes, Grizzly Creek, The Devil's 
Garden, Rooster Rock, to name a few. He 
also told me about Mr. Gray for whom the 
Gray Lakes are named. Gray lost several 
hundred sheep in an early snowfall in the 
Devil's Garden. The sheep got into that 
area and were unable to get out. I've hiked 
into that area, and it is truly the Devil's 
Garden. Buck had been in WW2 and, 
because of what he had seen, hated war. 
He was completely against the Vietnam War 
and the US involvement in Iraq and 
Afghanistan-an unpopular stance, but Buck 
was his own man. 

When Ken Duncan took over the Lake 
Creek Store in the 1980's, Buck was his first 
customer and encouraged him, wishing him 
the best of luck. Ken offered free coffee, 
but no one drank any. Buck took Ken aside 
and told him that if he put out a "donation 
jar" he would get his "free coffee" drunk 
because country people didn't take things 
for free. It worked and Ken made money 
from his “free" coffee. 

There are many other bits of history that I 
aot from Buck, and I've managed to keep a 
few notes. My best memories, though, are 
of just chatting with him about "stuff." 
We'll see ya, Buck. 


BR OK KR 2 2 2g 2K 2 2K 2 EE 2K i CK 2c 2 AIR OC IK KC 2K ag 2K og 2 2K > 3 3K 2K 2 


"BORROWED COUSIN BUCK" 
Written by Lan “Chicken” Dusenberry 


My first knowledge of the Walch family 
goes back to my childhood years. 

My parents were very close to the Tant 
family. Kirby and Lola Tant became God 
parents for my brothers and me. One of the 
Tant girls, Margie, who baby sat for me and 


my brother, married Kenny Walch who got 
to be good friends. 

Then in the 50's we went to Indian Creek 
Lake to water ski and swim. Where we got 
to know Bob and Clara Walch. 

Bob worked for Steve Wilson in the woods 
and then at the shop in White City, where 
we got to be really good friends. Bob and 
Clara got to be one of our closest friends. 
When in High School I spent a short time 
smudging in the Antelope Orchards, where I 
meet Lloyd Walch and got to hear some of 
his great hunting stories, which I thought 
was really great, but maybe suspicious. A 
few years later I was going hunting with a 
friend, Bob VonderHellen, he said we were 
gong to take Lloyd Watch with us, cause he 
Knows were the Big Bucks are. Well, what 
an experience that was. First it didn't take 
long to figure out the stories Old' Lloyd was 
telling in the orchard were the real thing. 
Lioyd was getting older and a little mixed 
up, but he still knew where the bucks ate, 
slept how they traveled, everything about 
them. 

Lloyd came out of his house in an old 
coat, three shirts, 2 or 3 pairs of pants, old 
hat and pair of old leather boots with no 
laces. 

Bob told Lloyd he needed to lace up his 
boots. So Lloyd picked up some hay string 
and tied one around each boot. 

Lloyd had a 30 cal. savage rifle, I think. 
No rear site on it. Bob said,"You'll never 
shoot anything with that thing". We came 
back with 3 bucks! 

Lloyd shot 2-4 points, I got a small 3 
point. The next hunt with Lloyd and Bob. 
Lloyd came out with some clothes, only he 
has a 22 rifle with a good buck horn site. 
Bob said, Lloyd that gun is just a 22- and 
you've got a rubber boot on your left foot 
and a tennis shoe on the right foot". Lloyd 
says, "That's the only gun I got with a site 
on both ends and I tried the shoes the other 
way but they hurt my feet." con't 


I've had some very great times hunting and 
listening to stories from the Walch's. Lloyd, 
Bob, Buck, Willard, Kenny and Maxine. 
Kenny and Maxine are Lloyds children. 
Maxine and her daughter, Teresa and Kelly 
have the same, buck hunting traights as 
Lloyd, not the dress, but the buck activity. 
(ha-ha) 

Willard Walch gave me a ride one day 
from Medford to White City. I had a flat tire 
on my pickup truck. He picked me up in his 
Fraiser, I asked him if this ol' thing was very 
fast-that was a mistake. I think we got up 
to about 85 miles per hour. Willard said, 
"How's that". 

Willard was always smiling like he was up 
to something. But really he was just a great 
guy. He fell timber most his life, but was 
really a very versatile, Farmer, Carpenter, 
Hunter and Paratrooper in the war. 

Fletcher Baker said, "Him and Willard had 
a job cutting timber for Steve Wilson. 

Fletch told willard if he could get them on 
the ground, he could buckum up. Fletch 
said, "That's the most money I've ever 
made". 

Bob Walch and I went up to see Buck one 
day. Buck said, "Get in my pickup truck I 
want to show you guys something up Butte 
Creek". Buck driving, I'm ridden shotgun, 
Bob's in the middle. Buck says, "Where's 
the shifter". Bob says, "Right here Buck", 
but by then were in the middle of the road 
and there's a car coming at us. The car 
took for the ditch, but we made it, Bob says, 
"Didn't you see that car?" Buck says, "What 
car?" Bob says, "Buck can you drive OK"? 
Buck says, "Nobody's died from my driven 
yet". What a day! 

We got back to Buck and Vera's place. "I 
asked Buck if he wanted to sell the 52 
Hudson Hornet under the pine tree?" Buck 
says, "O I don't think so, I don't get rid of 
much". About a month later Buck, said " He 
would sell it to me". This started another 
Walch experience!! 


Buck says, "The Hudson's up on blocks, 
and the wheels are in the ol' chicken coop 
across the creek, with the dynamite"! Bob 
Walch and I dug though the stuff and finally 
after coming up with 4 wheels. I took the 
wheels and had them sandblasted and 
premiered. Then put tires on them. Went 
to put them on the Hudson, "Wrong wheels 
won't fit. Buck says, "We'll just take the 
wheels off the Studebaker. I know they'll 
fit. Hey Buck, "Where's the Studebaker"? 
"Oh, its across the creek in the blackberry 
bushes. I'm looking at the blackberry 
bushes 100 feet long and 20 feet high. 
Bucks pointing in the bushes, "The V.W.'s 
about there, the G.I Rigs about there; the 
life boat is about there, the Studebaker is 
here". I says, "Hey Buck, where did ya get a 
life boat"? he says, "Vera wanted a boat for 
the yard to plant flowers in. So this guy had 
a wooden boat so I made a trade". What 
did you trade? "I traded him a crippled pig”. 
"Who do you think got the best deal"? He 
ate the crippled pig and what the Hell am I 
going to do with a 40 foot life boat on Little 
Butte Creek"? 

Bob Walch and I got our power saws and 
spent one long day sawing, blackberry 
vines, got the Studebaker out, wheels 
worked fine. Bucks son Norman, tells me 
he can't find the wheels for his Camero. 
Norman and I think maybe they were in the 
chicken coop with the dynamite. People say, 
"Are you Sure you bought that Hudson from 
Buck Walch I didn't think he got rid of 
anything}! 

I consider myself and my family very 
fortunate for having been able to know and 
have the great times spent and all the great 
memories of the Walch families. 

Bob said, "Everybody should have a 
cousin Buck and a Uncle Lloyd." 

I had an Uncle Lloyd which was full of 
stories, He always had True stories, that he 
made up. (Ha Ha!) But no Uncle Buck. 

So I had to borrow cousin Buck from Bob. 


"Christmas" 
Walch Style 
From the memories of a child. 


I woke up to my mother's voice calling from 
our kitchen, "Shannee-time to wake up!" She 
Opened my bedroom door and in rushed Paucho 
my dog that was half poodle and half terrier. He 
was a gift the year before, a little brown ball of 
fuzz with beady brown eyes and enough energy 
to run a bulldozer! 

"Get her Paucho! Get Shannee up!" Paucho 
began his chore of getting me out of bed, he 
pulled the first blanket back and then the second 
and finally the last blanket, tugging and pulling as 
hard as his little legs could push and pull, 
growling the whole time as he took his job in life 
very seriously. 

"It's Christmas Eve Shannee! Time to get up! 
Good boy Paucho, good job." Mom ruffled the 
hair on my head, “We have lots to do today to 
get ready for Santa Claus coming, you know he is 
coming' tonight with his reindeer!" 

I jumped out of bed giggling and laughing at 
my dog, as he had left the blanket tugging - and 
was now chewing on the bottom of my pajama 
legs, pulling me out to the kitchen. 

My dad was off that day, no cutting logs on 
Christmas Eve day. He was sitting in front of the 
fire of the wood stove sipping his coffee, I ran up 
and sat on his knee "Santa is coming tonight 
Papal" I shouted with glee. 

"Yep. I sure hope you have been good." Dad 
said. My mother chimed in from the kitchen, "Ya' 
Shannee hope you have been good!" 

"Oh I have Momma - I've been good. Santa 
won't want to steal me away this year!" I said. 

Momma replied, “Well maybe not, unless of 
course one of his elves get's sick or a reindeer 
goes missing." 

My heart leaped and my mind raced back over 
the past year-I was six and events of the year 
consisted of memories like....I did not come back 
rignt away when my mother called me to come in 
at night from building forts down by the creek. 
Or my cousin Loren and I built a tree house-up 
above a rock pile when my mom told us not to, 
or better yet, Loren and I were setting traps at 
the ripe ol' age of six by the canal on the side of 
the mountain. No big thing... we were Walch 
kids and that's what we did! 

Except now we ran the horrible risk of a Santa 
“NO SHOW" or worse, Santa would show up - but 


he recruited the naughty kids for_elf 
replacements! 

Back then it was tradition to go to each others 
homes for Christmas. This year our family would 
be going to Uncle Buck and Auntie Vera's. 

Mom, my Sister Becky and I, spent the day gift 
wrapping. It was my job to hold my finger in the 
middle of the bows that my mom had created, 
and try to avoid the push pin that held the frilly 
wonder together. My mom Jody had a propensity 
of aggravation when it came to making pie 
crusts, gift wrapping and stringing those 
wonderful old Christmas lights that never lit up 
correctly on the first try. 

Looking back now it brings a smile and giggle 
to my face, my sister and I sneaking looks at 
each other trying not to start giggling, as we 
knew this would make the situation ....well let's 
say the (blue cloud above the gift wrapping 
session,would get even larger.) I loved my 
Momma! 

With gifts, pies, and cookies in tow, and the 
Willard Walch side of the family all bathed, spit- 
shined and ready to go. This was not an easy 
task trying to get three older brothers and two 
girls ready with one bathroom. There wasn't a lot 
of water coming from the third well that had been 
drilled on the place...that’s another story for 
another time. 

Off we went trundling across the swinging foot 
bridge to Uncle Buck and Auntie Vera house. 

I was so excited that I could hardly contain my 
little legs from pushing the others off the bridge 
to get out of my way...didn't the older kids 
understand? Santa was coming! Loren was 
waiting on the other side of the bridge - we were 
a team, and when Santa came to the door that 
night I sure hoped we would answer the door 
together. 

With dinner done and the presents all under 
the tree, the excitement mounted. Coincidently, 
Uncle Buck had gone out to feed the cows and 
every one else was milling around the living 
room. My older brothers and my cousin Norman 
and Debbie were teasing Loren and I about the 
arrival of Santa. The rest of the adults seemed to 
be all smiles, whispering and laughing. Loren and 
I hid behind the sofa with fear and excitement 
building - it was dark now and Santa always came 
after it got dark. It seemed he needed to arrive in 
total darkness, and he was VERY mysterious. 

Suddenly bells were ringing outside of the 
house, hoof clops could be heard out on the 


porch! There was such a thunderous noise that I 
let out a shriek. Loren assured me that 
everything was OK. We could hear Santa yelling 


kids came and pushed us out to the middle of the 
living room. Our eyes were bulging from their 
sockets like saucers. There seemed to be springs 
in both of our legs now and neither one of us 
could stop jumping up and down! A pounding 
came on the door. Bam! Bam! Bam! - "Open up 
in there!" A huge gruff voice yelled. I was sure I 
was going to wet my pants now. Oh my gosh I 
thought this is it. This is the year.....The older 
kids shoved Loren and I to the front door - they 
were now laughing and giggling at the sight of 
us. 

Loren and I inched our way to the door now, 
one of us had to pull the door open. We decided 
we both would. We lunged at the knob and 
yanked the door open. There stood Santa! Oh 
my goodness was he a sight to see. He was 
huge! His beard swung back and forth - it looked 
like a horse's tail! It covered his face, his boots 
were huge. He had a gunny sack stuffed full of 
presents. 

"YOUR NAMES SHANNON AND LOREN!" Loren 
and I had our mouths covered with our hands in 
shear fright and delight. "Yes" we both said. 

"WELL HAVE YOU BOTH BEEN GOOD? I HEAR 
FROM YOUR MOMMA'S THAT MAYBE YOU'VE 
BEEN NAUGHTY THIS YEAR." Santa's booming 
voice echoing off the living room walls. 


Loren and I stood frozen, our minds racing this - 


was it! 

"I LOST TWO OF MY ELVES ON THE WAY 
HERE - HIT SOME REAL BAD WEATHER, THEY 
FELL RIGHT OFF THE BACK OF THE SLEIGH. I 
THINK YOU TWO BETTER COME WITH ME I 
NEED TO REPLACE THEM!" 

Santa dropped his bag of gifts and swooped us 
both up - one under each arm. Loren and I were 
kicking and screaming, trying to wiggle free as 
best as we could. The older kids had now joined 
the fracas. They grabbed our legs pulling us back 
into the living room shouting at Santa that he 
could not take us. Finally Santa dropped us both 
and we ran to the others, clutching onto their 
legs. That was a close call! 

Auntie Vera and my Mom now chimed in, Santa 
could not possibly take us since we had been 
pretty good all year. 

Santa seemed to calm down and wipe the 
sweat from his brow. Next came the long and 


arduous job of passing out presents to each and 
every person that had come to enjoy the 
spectacle of another Walch Family Christmas. It 
was amazing how, upon passing out the gifts, he 
seemed to recount an event that had taken place 
did he know all of those details about everybody? 
When it came time for Loren and I to be called up 
to receive our gift, we once again stood frozen, 
like statues. The older kids now had to really coax 
us back up to Santa. He patted each of us on the 
heads and told us that he really needed help to 
deliver the rest of the boys and girls presents on 
his sleigh. Loren and I each grabbed our gifts 
and RAN for cover! Not this year, we made it one 
more year without being recruited by the Santa 
Claus from the frozen north land! 

Santa left in a thunderous noise of cowbells 
and hoof clomping and pounding on the roof top! 

We all tore apart the gift wrapping in a 
wondrous chatter of glee! Bows and wrapping 
paper strewn across the floor, laughter and 
shouts of who got what! 

Hmmmmm. Uncle Buck came in through the 
back door. Loren and I ran to him, shouting, 
"You missed Santa Claus! You missed Santa 
Claus!" 

Uncle Buck replied "I did! Darn’ it. I always 
seem to miss Santa Claus!" 

Dedicated to the two best Santa's ever! 
Willard and Buck Walch 
And the two best Mrs. Claus’s! 
Jody and Vera Walch 
May this Christmas be a wonder to all! 
Love Shannon "Walch" Howell 
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Hadeleight, Gallatin and McKinnah of 
Earlville, New York and Rhett (wife Alice) 
Rance Smith went home to be Anda two granddaughters, Sara and Brenne, 
with the Lord, September 5, Of Scottsdale, Arizona, a brother Kenney 
2009. Smith (wife Wanda) of Denver City, Texas 


a Joel "Rance" Smith 
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_ Rance was my friend and I loved 
him, he was truly a great man. 

He worked diligently for what 
he believed in and was a true 
friend to everyone who knew 
him. 

He was the first to offer comfort or write a 
check to those in need. 

He was born July 24, 1940 in Lorenzo. 
Texas. After graduating from collage, he 
was a hich school coach and principal in 
Texas, New Mexico and Arizona. Rance and 
LaRhea established a business and lived in 
Arizona for 34 years. 

In 1999 he and his wife LaRhea moved to 
Lake Creek, where they built a home and 
raised horses, one of the loves of his life. 

Rance started and sponsored "Rogue 
Valley Christian Men". They met once a 
month to pray for each other and learn from 
guest speakers Rance invited. This mission 
was a blessing to many; it changed men's 
and families lives and was a blessing to the 
community. 

Rance was influenced and mentored by 
Edwin Louis Cole who's ministry "Christian 
Men's Network" spread to 210 country's 
throughout the world with the help of Rance 
and other men who had a love for the 
Word. 

Rance and LaRhea traveled all over the 
world in support of his ministry. They 
extablished a ministry to Romania which is 
still thriving today. 

He was a big man with a deep, slow 
talking west Texas drawi, you could always 
spot him in a crowd, he towered over 
everybody. 

He is survived by his wife LaRhea, two 
sons, Zane (wife, Shannon) and 
grandchildren Huston, Keelin, Alexis, 


and sister Jeanne Thomas of Midland, 

Texas. His parents preceded him in death. 
Rance made a DVD called JUSTICE. This 

Video will be on sale at the Lake Creek 

Historical Society. 

"Absent from the body, at home with the Lord". 

2 Corinthians 5:1 

Article written by Bill Jackson 
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“Sha f 
Lowell Gene Nelson 


Lowell Gene Nelson of Central Point, died 
October 10, 2009, of heart disease. 

He was born November 2, 1929 in Mule 
Shoe, Texas to Leathy Pearl and Dueard O. 
Nelson. 

He lived in California and married Dixie 
Edmondson in 1950. They had three 
children, Deborah Lane of Sweet Home, OR, 
Linda Klubnikin and Dennis Nelson of 
Bakersfield, CA. They divorced in 1960. 

Before moving to Oregon in 1969 he 
owned an Appliance Repair Shop in 
Bakersfield and also opened a shop in 
Rogue River. He retired from Northwest 
Appliance in White City, OR. After 
retirement he was able to return to his first 
love, being the cowboy of his youth. He 
loved working in all aspects of ranch work. 
He was happiest on the back of a horse. 

He is survived by his three children, 4 
grandchildren, 7 great-grandchildren. His 
sister, Reba Anderson of Bakersfield, CA and 
brother Merlyn Nelson of Medford, OR. 


FARMING WITH HORSES 


On October 17, John and Kim Scileppi 
hosted a dinner at the Pioneer Hall, with the 
guest speaker Mr. Lynn Miller, 
editor/publisher of “Small Farmer's Journal". 
Lynn Miller, along with Larry Brewer 
established the Small Farms Conservancy in 
the state of Oregon, as an educational 
non-profit public-benefit corporation. The 
Small Farms Conservancy is to protect, 
sustain and inspire small farming worldwide. 
Lynn Miller, believes that people should be 
farming with horses. He does realize that 
not everyone would be interested in doing 
so. He had a lot to say about the small 
farmer. If you are interested in seeing what 
he had to say Bill Jackson made a DVD and 
they are for sale at the Pioneer Hall for 
$6.00. Mr. Miller also gave the hall some 
back issues of the Small Farmer's Journals, 
which you are welcome to borrow. They 
have some very interesting articles. 


Artcle by Marilyn 
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LAKE CREEK FIRE DEPARTMENT 


On Thursday Nov. 12th a community dinner 
was held at the Lake Creek Pioneer to meet 
the fire fighters of our local fire district. 

(The Lake Creek Volunteer Fire District). It 
has been awhile since the fire fighters and 
department have had a community get- 
together and we felt it was time to start 
some ongoing communications with them. 
Fire Chief Dennis Keife was there along with 
8 or so fire fighters and their families. The 
spaghetti dinner, with green salad and 
french bread, coffee, and tea was provided 
by members of the community. The 
donation jar proceeds were given to the Fire 
District. Dennis Keife gave a brief 
presentation to the attendees, which was a 
full house at the Pioneer Hall. Our Fire 
District and volunteers are very important to 
Our community and many of us are not 


familiar with the new faces of the 
volunteers; how often they go out on calls; 
and how they do their training every week. 
We are hoping that this is a beginning to 
more events and support by the community, 
and once again have more of an interface 
with them. We are hoping to have a 
day-long event as in years past in late 
spring. Anyone wishing to help ona 
committee to plan this event, please contact 
Susan Shoemaker, in the spring. 

After the Chief Keifes presentation another 
presentation was given by Helen 
Wolgamott, Eagle Point Museum. She 
presented Jack Pech a picture of his 
grandparents. Which originally he had 
given to the Eagle Point Museum many 
years back, which they had two of. So the 
City of Eagle Point allowed her to present 
the one to Jack and in turn he presented it 
to Gregg Grissom, President of LCHS board, 
so we can hang the picture in the Pioneer 
Hall. We thank Jack for such a wonderful 


gift. Article by Susan Shoemaker 
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HOLIDAY BAZAAR 


On Dec. 4th and 5th we had a bazaar. It 
was a great success. We want to thank 
those that contributed items for us to sell. 
Without your contribution this would not 
have been the success that it was. We 
made over $300.00. I wish to thank Joy 
Lacy and Deloris Grissom for manning the 
LCHS tables. Also I wish to thank Diane 
Seitz and Betsey Sarthou for preparing and 
serving lunch. We also had eight venders. 
But it would not have been such a great 
success without the customers that we had. 
So we thank all of you for your support. 

We did well on selling the cookbooks and 
2010 calendars. The raffle is also coming 
along well. The drawing for the quilt raffle 
will be at the Community Christmas Dinner. 


Artide by Marilyn 


SURPRISE BIRTHDAY PARTY 


A surprise birthday party was held at the 
Lake Creek Pioneer hall October 18th for Fay 
Keene. 

Fay, a long time resident of our area 
celebrated her 80th birthday with the help of 
family and friends. Many came from as far 
away as Montana. 

The surprise party was hosted by her two 
daughters, Audry Hangaard, Kathryn Brooks 
and her son Jim Keene. 

It was truly a surprise to Fay; there were 
many tears, hugs and thanks, to all who 
came. 

Fay was outside to greet and hug 
everyone as they arrived. 

There was good food, birthday cake and 
balloons. The hall was decorated with many 
photos of Fay growing up, and with family 
and friends. 

It was a grand celebration; a good time 
was had by Fay, and everyone present. 

Many Lake Creek residents were there to 
wish Fay HAPPY BIRTHDAY. 

The family gift to Fay was a Harley Jacket 
and gloves and there were many other gifts 
and cards. 

She is always the first one to volunteer 
and help when ever there is a need and she 
is on the LCHS board. Fay has many friends. 

To have friends you need to be one first. 
She is a true friend. We Love You Fay. 
by Bill Jackson 


2010 Southern Oregon Wedding Expo 


The Lake Creek Historical Society will be 
having a booth at this show. So if you know 
of anyone that might be planning a wedding 
soon, this will be an excellent show to 
attend. Go to their web page: 
www.southernoregonweddingexpo.com 
You will find all the information you will need 
by clicking on Show Details. They suggest 
that you pre-register. Admission: one (1) 
non-perishable food item. 

The Southern Oregon Wedding Expo is a 
one of a kind wedding planning experience 
that allows you to meet our regions finest 
wedding professionals face to face, in One 
Place, for Two Days, with Everything You 
need. Place: Medford Armory, Dates: 
January 23rd & 24th, 2010, Time: 10 a.m -5 
p.m.. 
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CHRISTMAS GREETINGS 


I searched the archives and found this 
beautiful poem written by Aldene Charley 
around 1940. (Lived near Brownsboro) 


Each year I send, This message true, To you 
my faithful friend, It adds a link, to 
Friendships chain, That Time can never end. 


Same old Wish, Same old friend, Same old 
love, Without end. 


Merry Christmas, For now, Memories, For 
then, Best Wishes, Forever My Childhood's 
Friend. 


ATTENTION COMMUNITY 


Hall cleaners needed!!!! 


We wish to Thank those that have helped 
keep the hall clean the passed year. But we 
need more people to help in this area. 
There is a sign up sheet in the hall for those 
that would be interested in committing to 
one month a year. It is very light cleaning 
and will only take 1 or 2 days a month, a 
couple hours per day. Rich and Shirl Bandy 
are doing the heavy work by mopping and 
waxing the floors when needed. Thank you 
Bandy's!!! 
The hall is our best income maker that 
keeps our Historical Society going. If we 
don't keep the hall clean, how do we expect 
to RENT it. It is not fair to expect a few 
people to do all the work on the community 
building. The LCHS board has voted to hire 
someone to clean, if we don't get 
volunteers. This precious money we can't 
afford to spend. Please. Please. Please 
help! 

THANK YOU! 


THANK YOU, Rex, Dwight and Bill for 
keeping the lawn and flower beds looking so 


good during the summer. Contact Rex West ° 


if you can help with the leaves and any 
other fall yard maintenance. 


THANK YOU to Dave and Julie for putting 
stain on the deck and railing this summer 
and to Dwight for pressure washing it. 


THANK YOU to Dwight for the loan of the 
backhoe and to Elmer for digging the hole 
for the water tank. Also thanks Elmer for 
cleaning out the gutters and the many other 
jobs you do. 


THANK YOU to those that kept the hall open 
on Saturdays this year, Deloris, Joy, Colin, 
Georgina, Julie, Bill, Sharon and Marilyn. 
We need more help in this area. Please! 


If you helped in any way this pass year a 
BIG THANK YOU. We just cannot keep the 
building open or put on the dinners with out 
your help. We realize that many people 
have helped behind the scenes. You know 
who you are. Thanks and many Thanks!! 
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LCHS NEWSLETTER 


I (Marilyn) wish to Thank those that did 
articles for the newsletter this month. I 
could not have put this letter together 
without everyones ‘help. Julie and I both feel 
we are out of our comfort zone in doing 
these letters. But if we can get your 
support, suggestions and contrubutions it 
will make it much easier. 


REQUEST for March 2010 newsletter. 


We would like stories from you about 
someone that might have influenced your 
life or just a funny story or childhood story. 
We hope that we get so many we can 
continue in the June newsletter. We have a 
couple all ready, one about Loyd and Faye 
George and Arthur and Ozie Burrell. Dose 
anyone else out there have stories about 
these four people? 
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DONATIONS 


Some people have asked about donating 
items to the hall. When and if you donate 
items turn in your receipt to Marilyn and she 
will give you a donation receipt. 

The items most needed are toilet tissue, 
paper towels, toilet cleaning products, liquid 
dish soap, trash bags and for the office copy 
paper. We are also looking for a large pot 
to cook spaghetti in and a good large frying 
pan. If your doing some remodeling or 
changing kitchen appliances we could use a 
electric stove and refrigerator in good 
condition. What we have is working so far, 
but age is creeping up on them. Thank you. 


Merry Christmas and Happy New Year to the members of the 
Lake Creek Historical Society. We want to thank you for 
renewing your membership or becoming a new member this 
year. With your faithfulness we will keep this hall open. 


Albert, Eva 

Allen, Bradley & Glennda 
Alvord, Dorothy 
Anderson. Ron & Jennifer 
Antelope Ladies Group 
Armstrong, Grace 

Austin, Jo * 

Baldwin, Mari * 
Bandfield, Marilyn * 
Bandy, Richard & Shirl 
Bruce, Jeannie 

Charley, Clay & Barbara * 
Christian, Carl & Hallie 
Christensen, Dorothy 

2 Cattle Co. 

Cooper, Chris & Cynthia 
Cornilsen/Ross, Kimberly 
& Jeffrey 

Czarapata, Rich & Mary 
Day, Brian * 

Dover, Lauren & Georgia 
Dusenberry, Sami * 
Dutton, Lorie * 

Eastman, Robert & DeAnna 
Edwards, Irene 

Farlow, Edith * 

Frazier, Billy 

Fry, Barbara L. 

Fumasi, Ron & Pat 
Grimm, Bill & Marilee 
Grissom, Donald & Deloris 
Grissom, Gregg & Ramie 
Hanson, Garv & Susan 
Huntley, Lois 

Jackson, Bill & Maxine 


Keene, Fay 

Keiser, Michael 
Kennedy/Wilkins,Georgina & 
Dan * 

King, Earl & Jeani 
Knocbel, Betty 

Lacy, Robert & Joy 
Maloney, Elmer & Marilyn 
Marshall, Wayne & Alice 
Martin, Ruth * 

Meyer, Jeanna * 

Meyer, Lillian 

Moore, Bob & Marianne * 
Morgan, Helen * 

Murphy, Reid & Anne 
McCalmant, Robert & Judy 
McCoy/Reising, Colin 

& Christine 

McCulloch, Darlene 
Netter, Lani * 

Nussbaum, Bill & Jean 
Nussbaum, Stewart & Monika 
Nutter, Kenny & Bonnie 
Osborne, Betty 

Pech, Jack 

Peile, Maxine 

Pettegrew, Charles * 
Pettegrew, Lee & Marilyn 
Picanso, Dave & Dotie 
Robinson, Donald & Erika* 
Sakraida, Mindy * 

Sarthou, Jacques & Betsy 
Schleigh, Dan & Teresa * 
Schoenleber, Terry * 
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Scileppi, John, Kim, Sarah & 
Ben 

Seitz, Diane 

Shoemaker, Susan 
Shuey, Mark & Connie 
Sicbrecht, Hazel M.* 
Sikkink, Ralph & Janice 
Stanley, Eugene * 
Stanley, Mariam 
Stewart, Conrad 

& Charmayne 

Stone, Shirley 

Tepper, John & Trudy 
Thompson, Dave & Julie 
Todaro/Lee, Joanne & Dick” 
Verstegen, Cameron 

& Bonnie * 

Walch, Greg & Colleen 
Walch/Cuvin, Loren 

& Mindy * 

Walch, Margaret 

Walch, Ron & Judi 
Walch, Vera 

Wallace, Linda * 
Watson, Patricia 
Wehinger, Laura & Nathan 
West, Rex & Diane 
Wharton, Ted & Armella 
Whitney/Hoffman, Pat 

& Regina 

Wilson, C. G. 
Wolgamott, Helen 
Wyant, Ralph & Liesa 
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LCHS CELEBRATES 20 VEARS 


In June of 2010, the Lake Creek Historical Society will mark their 20th anniversary. We are 
thinking about a BBQ in the Park. Each and every person or family that has ever lived in Lake 
Creek is invited. We are in the planning stages and would like to have something to 
commemorate this day. ANY IDEAS??? Some suggestions are: printed "T" shirts 
(ordered/purchased before the event), printed books, listing persons/families, when/where 
they lived (available after event), prizes for most family members attending (bring your family 
histories with you), prizes for traveling the farthest to attend, prizes for oldest member 


attending. 
Please drop us a line, call, or stop by and let us know what you would like to see us do to 
commemorate this day. Thank you, Julie Thompson 
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MEMORIAL BOARD 
"Lake Creek Community Honors Family and Friends" 


We wish to thank those that purchased a memorial plaque for their loved ones or friends. 
Names on the plaque are: Arthur & Ozie Burrell, Rollie & Lillian Davis L.V. "Bud" Eastman, 
Clyde A. Grissom, Marc S. Grissom, Lewellyn & Amy Grissom, Robert "Bob" Gilkey, Lloyd A. 
Walch, Louis "Buck" Walch, Willard and Bessie "Jody" Walch, and Isa J. Wilson. 
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HALL RENTALS 


We are so happy that the Pioneer Hall was very busy this year. We had six weddings and 
seven other rental events. With the monthly events, as the breakfast and dinners, the hall 
was well used in 2009. 
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MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION FORM 


| So) Rehaives= = $25.00 NAME 

[ ] Individual------ 10.00 ADDRESS 

[le Memartal=----— 100.00* CITY. STATE 

[ ] Lifemember---500.00 PHONE(DAY) (EVENING) 

[ ] Donation ck _ = Sa E-MAIL ADDRESS 

*Memorial is a new category. Please check the membership category at left, and 
We have a memorial board. mail this form with your check to: 

You select the name(s) and date(s) 

that you want engraved on a Lake Creek Historical Society 

1" x 2 1/2” brass plate. 1739 So. Fork Little Butte Cr. Rd. 
-three lines per plate. Includes a Eagle Point, OR 97524 


one year membership. 
———— 
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